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Another league, and my lips grew dumb,

And I felt my spirit quailing,
For closer those sounds began to come,

And the speed of my horse was failing.
* The grey is weary and lame to boot,*

Quoth Harold j  c the black is strong,
And their steeds are blown with their fierce
pursuit,

What wonder! our start was long.
Now, lady, behind me mount the black,

The double load he can bear;
We are safe when we reach the forest track,

Fresh horses and friends wait there.'
Then I sat behind him and held his waist,

And faster we seemed to go
By moss and moor; but for all our haste

Came the tramp of the nearing foe.
A dyke through the mist before us hovered,

And, quickened by voice and heel,
The black overleaped it, staggered, recovered;

Still nearer that muffled peal.
And louder on sward the hoof-strokes grew,

And duller, though not less nigh,
On deader sand ; and a dark speck drew

On my vision suddenly.
And a single horseman in fleet career,

Like a shadow appeared to glide
To within six lances' lengths of our rear,

And there for a space to bide.
Quoth Harold,   c Speak, has   the   moon   re-
vealed

His face ? '    I replied, e Not so;
Yet 'tis none of my kinsfolk,' then he wheeled

In the saddle and scanned the foe,
And muttered, still gazing in our wake,

' 'Tis he; now I will not fight
The brother again, for the sister's sake,

While I can escape by flight.'